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I should have sheltered in place. 

Maybe I could have weathered the storm that raged 
Inside this desolate place. 

But before at first light 

I should have been a warrior or a righteous man. 
Whatever might be salvaged from the wreckage has been. 
Am I so easily replaced and forgotten? 

A strangers face buried underneath my skin 

A burden to see even the name that bears him. 

I've nothing to show for myself, except a lifetime of shame. 
Is there no mercy or forgiveness? 

I can’t help but wonder what the man I was meant to be 
Would have done differently. 

Only everything from the moment I was of age 

Until my last dying day 

Three things I would never change 

My faith in God Almighty. 

My mother’s heart. 

My love for her. 

If I had the genius id say all the right things 

I'd do alright by the Omnipotent King. 

If I had the choice I would make something worthwhile 
Something that makes you smile. 

If I had the words I would right every wrong 

Erase every hurt and harm. 

If I had the voice, I would sing Heaven to you. Sing Heaven to you. 
If I had the courage, I’d give the dirty rag that is my life 
That my friend would live. 

Is that mere romantic, just dramatic, only rhetoric? 

I don’t know where the time went. 

I won't say I tried my best. 

Looking behind, there’s nothing to see but regret. 
Looking ahead, I’m terrified, 

That Your Holy Majesty will never have known me. 
Whose leaving where no one searches? 

What's real meaning without true purpose? 


